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at a place near which car-loads of drugs and other things
could be collected.

As Bradford's amphibian took off, first of the machines
to essay the return flight, a Mitsubishi night-bomber
flew over and circled round it. Apparently it assumed
that the stranger was a Jap transport machine, for it only
took a cursory look, and then flew on its way.

The next night, the whole crazy fleet took off again
by the light of those four torches. It was something near
a miracle. Mechanics had sweated all day to repair the
machine that had made a bad landing. The steamy heat
of the place was such that one man suddenly started to
run round and round in circles, yelling; but they got
him down, soothed him, gave him some sort of draught,
and after an hour or so he was back at work again.

The four machines landed in the moonlight, one after
another. Dark mobs of people rushed at them, wrung
the hands of the pilots, patted the machines. Another
load of drugs arid special foods was put aboard.

Bill Bradford's amphibian touched some treetops in
taking off, and a section of the wing was torn away. But
he got back and put her down safely; and the damage
was repaired with what substitutes the mechanics could
find.

Every night, moon or no moon, for three weeks, those
crazy aircraft ran to their secret landing-ground and picked
up quinine, castor oil, salines, laudanum, cocaine, and
dainty foods for the wounded men.

Several times they had to run through foul weather.
Once more they were attacked by Japanese warplanes,
and managed to throw them off and escape without being
followed. Some nights they could not see the ground,
and had to make blind landings without instruments,